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Foreword 


My reasons for writing this book are manifold. For one, I’m spellbound by the elf-fairy-pixies 
Sparkmaster and Sparkcaster and so love telling you of their adventures. Secondly, | want to spread the 
Halloween Spirit and the magic of fall. And thirdly, this work is a little contribution of mine to two things 
that bear great weight on righteousness and the survival of our species in freedom and worthiness: the 
protection of nature and our fellow inhabitants of the world, and the abolition of copyright-or-patent- 
kind intellectual property (combined with a crackdown on plagiarism). My book seeks to help these two 
high-minded ends by mentioning their importance and giving justifications where needed. You think 
copyright-or-patent-kind intellectual property (called “CoPaKIP” for short) be just? Then read my 
arguments against it and think again. | give good grounds on which to reject intellectual property as 
unrighteous. | hope you'll see the truth and join me and everyone else fighting for the freedom of culture, 
art, science, technology, and information. The need for conservation is obvious, of course. 


And now to this Halloween saga: If a telepathic and spirit-linked twin brother-and-sister pair trigger 
trouble through their infighting that no normal magic can do away with, what option are they left with? 
Try to guess before you read this work of mine and tell me in a book review or an email: What kind of 


magic is mighty enough to take on the gods’ full force and smartness? 


I, TRISTEHFY*PFIRFFYRISFY, aka the Link Twin Maniac (called “L™” for short), am a writer who likes to 
interact with his readers. Therefore, I’d much appreciate constructive book reviews where you share 
your thoughts with me and the world. You can also write constructive, non-spam emails to my email 
address LinkTwinManiac@gmail.com so that we can exchange thoughts on my works. 


In crafting the cover of this book, I’ve used, modified, combined, and added to a picture (accessed under 


ixabay.com/illustrations/halloween-pumpkin-jack-head-avatar-3750786/) by andrey3dp from 


Pixabay, an image (accessed under https: 
2448211/) by Ana Rosa _Debastiani_ Ribeiro from Pixabay, a _ picture (accessed under 
ightning-bolt-blue-145472/) by OpenClipart-Vectors from 


Pixabay, an image (accessed under https://pixabay.com/vectors/circle-icons-dragon-ring-snake- 
1295218/) by OpenClipart-Vectors from  Pixabay, and a picture § (accessed under 
https://pixabay.com/photos/spark-steel-wool-whirl-circle-1948011/) by Joachim Mayr from Pixabay. 


| may (only may!) update this work of mine, so it doesn’t hurt to check from time to time; perhaps a new 
treat has crept in somewhere. 
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Trickster Twins 270n ?an ?errand 


(The letter ‘?’/‘9’/‘?’ (uppercase/lowercase/phonetic) stands for the glottal click, with which syllables 
begin which appear to begin with a vowel.) 


Haralf is an elf master of magic. Fairfae is his wife and equal to him in might. She wields power over fate 
itself, being able to influence the wyrd of both Men and gods and craft fates for them. Her mother is a 
fairy and her father a pixie. They can shift into many shapes, but their usual ones are humanoid with 
glassy and sparkling wings on their backs. Contrary to their power, they are quite small and can stand on 
a human’s hand palm. Har?alf has a well-tilled beard and moustache. As an elf, he has one pair of wings 
while his wife has two as a fairy and pixie. She can flutter her wings to fly, like her fairy mother, but also 
blast glowing mist lighter than aether and equally light pixie dust from her wings to drive her into any 
direction in space or time or beyond, like her pixie father. She and her husband wield self-made magic 
wands tipped with stars. The couple lives in a magical flying wood in Elfland. 


Fairfae and Har?alf are telepaths broadly and mind-link mates on top of that, sharing all their thoughts, 
feelings, and emotions with each other. They have identical twin children who likewise excel at telepathy 
and share a single soul and spirit and a spiritual mind- and soul-link. Sparkmaster is the son and 
Sparkcaster the daughter. You might wonder how bro-sis twins can be identical, but this isn’t an issue 
with elves, pixies, and fairies. They’ve got three pairs of glistening glassy wings, two from their mother 
and one from their father. Like their parents’ hairs, theirs sparkle and first rise a good deal from their 
heads, like spouts, and only then flow down. Their and their parents’ perfect skin is shiny white and 
sparkles with countless tiny super-hard scales &. Like his father, Soarkmaster is well-known for his 
otherworldly manly strength and handsomeness and his fresh, clean, and manly smell. Like her mother, 
Sparkcaster is famous for her otherworldly over-the-top beauty and flowery, womanly smell. Even so, 
she bears great likeness to her masculine brother and thus is a fair tomboy. But even the loftiest link and 
closest likeness does not necessarily beget friendship or love. In the case of the soul-bonded twin elf- 
fairy-pixies, it’s begotten the exact opposite. Fairfae and Harzalf were disappointed that their children’s 
relationship was siblingish alright, but one of sibling rivalry and dislike rather than brotherly and sisterly 
love. This tale tells of how the twins’ dislike for one another almost ruined their family’s and all Elfland’s 
Halloween ... almost. 


Fall painted the woods golden and red. Her cool breezes blew the heat of her forerunner away. The 
middle of her reign brought the spooky season. Har?alf and Fairfae were members of the Spooky Spirits, 
a club of supernatural ones who loved to wield their magic for trick-or-treating and other Halloween 
deeds. They had always been among the best. This year, Soarkmaster and Sparkcaster begged their 
parents to allow them to join the Spooky Spirits. Their parents agreed. 


Har?alf said, “We’re proud to let you two take our place this Halloween.” 


“Wait, what?” said the twins together. 
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“Yup,” said their mother. “You'll represent our family at this year’s creepy activities and festivities. Your 
deeds for the admission exam will be our family’s contributions to this Halloween.” She stroked over her 
children’s sparkling, springy and smooth hair. “To spur you on to truly give your best.” 


“Cool!” said the siblings and eyed each other with mischievous glances. “I'll be sure to nail this.” 


They bade the tree that they lived on and cared for farewell and flew off, soon vanishing among the 
dancing green and golden leaves & which the autumn wind of Elfland had blown off the trees and which 
drifted up thanks to being lighter than aether, the fiery air of Elfland and the godly world. The soul- 
bonded twin elf-fairy-pixies love this season, which is as magical as they are. They headed to the 
headquarters of the Spooky Spirits, handed in their applications, and told the members that they would 
represent their family. 


“How ambitious of you!” said the examiner. “You are to trick-or-treat at least half the gods of one 
pantheon and at least one pantheon leader. Your parents passed their exams with flying colors and 
made great contributions every year before.” She grinned. “Not to pressure you or anything. Good luck 
in the name of the Halloween Spirit!” 


The soul-linked siblings shot one another venomous glances. When Asgardian sun goddess Sol and 
Olympian sun god Helios drove the golden sun wagon under the western horizon and Asgardian moon 
god Mani and Olympian moon goddess Selene drove the silvery moon chariot over the eastern horizon, 
the identical twins set out to wreak mischief in the realm of the gods. Sometimes, they flew into that 
sacred sphere, and at other times, they worked from Elfland. Their parents had invented an impossible 
magic by which to make themselves invisible to the gods and passed it on to their children, which came 
in handy now for the exam candidates. Each worked on their own. Sparkcaster summoned ghosts to 
spook Inanna’s heavenly bulls and make them go wild and ram their horns into her well-endowed 
feminine divine behind. She smiled awaiting her planned prank to be put into action. But in her glee, she 
forgot to protect her thoughts from her brother, so he mind-read what she was up to. He smiled, too. 
“What better prank can there be than to torpedo the prank of one’s unbearable sibling, dear sister,” he 
murmured. He gave the goddess an anonymous telepathic warning that she better wield her powers to 
protect her bulls from marauding Halloween ghosts. Under the godly shield, the bulls were safe from the 
summoned ghosts. 


“That impish scoundrel of a brother!” hissed Sparkcaster. “You just wait and see!” 


She tried to read Sparkmaster’s mind, but the elf-fairy-pixie had learned from his sister’s mistake and 
guarded his thoughts well. He summoned a spirit to trigger something in Zeus’s mind, soul, and spirit, a 
feat which mortal sorcerers and even gods couldn’t accomplish. What the spirit triggered was Zeus’s lust 
for the Sun Goddess of Arinna, a queen of gods like his sister-wife Hera and the wife of his fellow 
pantheon king and thunderer Tarhunna. Now, Sparkcaster didn’t manage to read her brother’s mind, but 
she did manage to read those of the gods. When she felt Zeus’s attraction to the Sun Goddess of Arinna, 
she knew it was her sibling’s work. She grinned. “Time for paying back one’s noxious twin!” 


She let Hera and Tarhunna telepathically know of Zeus’s desire. The weather god and the marriage 


goddess were wroth. Tarhunna fired lightning bolts into the sky of Olympus and stormed to the house 
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of his counterpart in a— well — storm. Together with Hera, he confronted Zeus and said: “If you ever 
again so much as think of touching my wife, | shall declare war upon you and your kingdom and strike 
you with my lightning. Not that I’d need them, but all other thunderers and kings of gods would join me 
to punish you for such a perfidious breech of respect between us lightning gods and rulers of deities. 
Moreover, | would make sweet love to your wife Hera.” 


Zeus glared at Tarhunna and then his wife. 


Hera nodded. “Yes, you cheater. If you cheat on me with a foreign queen of gods, I’ll do the same with a 


[2 


foreign king of gods. Erase that vile desire from your mind, and all will be wel 
Zeus saw that he had trespassed on his peers and heeded his queen’s advice. 


“Darn!” said Harzalf as he and his wife watched their children’s deeds from afar through a magic glass 
ball they had made and mind- and soul-read what was going on. “If they go on sabotaging each other’s 
trick-or-treating, they'll flunk the exam and embarrass our family despite their talents.” 


“Because of their talents,” said Fairfae. “They’re too good at pranking pranksters and tricking tricksters. 
Let’s hope they come to their senses.” 


Sparkmaster conjured a mosquito from pixie dust and sent it to vex Thor’s goats, but Sparkcaster 
conjured an assassin fly the same way and had it hunt down her brother’s insect. Sparkcaster raised a 
storm from godly aether between Teshub and Enlil and let it utter the words, “To which god shall | go?” 


“To me, for |am god of weather and you are a weather phenomenon,” said Teshub. 
“No, to me,” said Enlil, “for you are a sacred wind, and | am god of divine wind.” 
A quarrel would have broken out between the two gods hadn’t Sparkmaster broken the divine storm up. 


The siblings continued to torpedo each other’s prank attempts, growing ever angrier at each other. The 
sun chariot got ever closer to the lowest point in its travel, meaning that time was running out for trick- 
or-treating. 


The examiner shook her head. “At this rate, they’Il flunk this exam big-time.” 


But it came worse. The identical linked twins became so angry that they got careless, giving themselves 
away to the gods. In retaliation for their mischief, the gods bombarded Elfland; Thor with his hammer 
Miolnir, Zeus with his thunderbolt, Perun with his explosive apples, and more. Trees were struck dead. 
Homes were destroyed. Fires laid waste to glowing fields. The denizens of Elfland grew angry with the 
gods ... and with those who had triggered and brought their wrath. 


“Sparkmaster and Sparkcaster better undo this divine mischief they have sparked!” hissed a fairy and 
shook her fists. 


“Oh woe is us!” wailed an elf. “What magic can undo such divine wreckage? We are doomed.” 
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The fairy knocked him on the head with her wand. “Pull yourself together and don’t be such a doom- 
monger! There is one kind of magic mighty enough to deal with the gods.” A wicked smile appeared on 


her face. 
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bink-Twins Come ?up wid 2an ?idea 


(The letter Porn/Thorn (capital: ‘P’, small: ‘p’) stands for the ‘th’-sound in “thorn” and “thank”, whereas 
the letter Daet/Thaet (capital: ‘BD’, small: ‘6’) represents the ‘th’-sound in “that” and “rather”. Using Porn 
and Dat makes a distinction in writing betwixt two different consonant sounds and uses only half as 
many letters. Thus, it achieves double the precision with half the effort. The letter ?en/En/?eng/Eng 
(uppercase: ‘N’, lowercase: ‘n’) stands for the ‘ng’-sound in “Mount Ngaurohoe” and “string”. Using ?en 
instead of ‘ng’, too, is double as efficient. It is and also more precise, e.g. by distinguishing between 
“siner” and “finger” .) 


The ones angriest with those who had brought about the whole calamity were the spiritually linked twins 
themselves. They met above a field of pumpkins in Elfland for a direct duel. On Halloween, these 
pumpkins automatically grow grimaces and burn from within, becoming living jack-o’-lanterns. 


“Screw you!” scowled the spiritually linked twins to each other. Light bulbs @ showed and flashed up 
above their heads. “That’s it! | can finally take my anger out on you and wield magic mighty enough to 
save this Halloween yet.” 


The siblings in soul and by blood attacked one another with magic spells. Soarkcaster shot a lightning 
bolt at her brother with her wand that would have zapped and temporarily blinded and deafened him 
hadn’t he raised his wand just in time to set up a magical shield that threw the bolt back. Knowing her 
full brother’s mind, Sparkcaster fluttered out the way from the start. Sparkmaster retaliated with a 
tornado that whirled his sister around. She shifted shape into a fiery explosion that ripped the storm 
apart. They turned one another into odd forms and shifted shape back and fought each other with many 
kinds of magic. 


At last, Sparkcaster looked her twin in the eye. “Enough of the foreplay! Now to the real deal!” 


The nipples of her extremely firm, perky, and springy breasts had got hard and stung through her sky- 
blue blouse, so sharp were they. She repaired the beautiful piece of clothes with a flick of her wand and 
laid a shielding charm on it. This didn’t stop her well-shaped boobs from sending out two lightning bolts, 
though, which passed through the blouse thanks to their ghostly nature. The only one who could see or 
hear them was Sparkmaster. Everyone else, including the gods, couldn’t do so. The pointed tips of the 
bolts met in the middle in front of Sparkcaster. The bolts merged into a lightning loop between her 
nipples which got bigger and bigger. It touched the trees that had been struck by the godly thunderbolts 
one after another and brought them back to life. 


Sparkmaster’s manhood member, too, got hard and stung a hole into his pants due to its over-sharp 
(negative tip thickness) tip, so he did the same with his trousers as his twin did with her blouse. A tall 
tent appeared between his legs. Sparkcaster pointed her wand at her true full brother’s deep blue pants 
and murmured, “Lousy trousers, be banished to vanish!” 


Sparkmaster’s pants disappeared, and his tarse lunged forward. He flew straight at his soul sister, his 
glowing pixie dust swirling around him. Sparkcaster also conjured her violet skirt with yellow stripes 
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away and sped toward her brother with equal lightning speed. As their anger at each other waxed, a 
lightning spark jumped over between the over-sharp tip of Sparkmaster’s tarse and the equally pointy 
one of Sparkcaster’s clit (girl penis). This bolt burned Sparkcaster’s hymen by its sheer over-the-top heat 
and did something remarkable for mathematicians. Any ordered field F holds in it the ordered set of 
natural numbers, called IN (or rather a structure uniquely isomorphic to IN). If the field is order complete 
(has no holes), each of its upper-bounded subsets has a lowest upper bound. Therefore, if Fis order 
complete and IN had an upper bound in F, IN would have a lowest upper bound s in F. Since F is a field, 
we could take 1 away from s to get the lower number s — 1. By definition of s, s— 1 would be no upper 
bound of IN. Therefore, there’d be a natural number n such that s —1<nand therefore s<n+1. But 
since n would lie in IN, so would n + 1. Hence, s wouldn’t be an upper bound of IN after all. Therefore, no 
order complete field contains an element beyond all naturals. Thus, as much as they would like, 
mathematicians can’t work with an ordered field that’s both order complete and non-Archimedean 
(contains infinite elements). But the thunderbolt between the teeny twins’ tiny genitals magically 
changed the laws of logic and created an order complete non-Archimedean field. 


Sparkmaster undid his sister’s charm. He conjured his pants and her skirt back on. Their genitals 
generated currently attractive magnetic fields that pulled them together even faster. When they reached 
each other, they slammed their tiny hips together. Soarkmaster’s member broke through the tent it had 
made in his pants and punched a hole into Sparkcaster’s skirt. This was what he wanted, so angry was he. 
His virgin spear dove into her virgin vagina. 


Fairfae’s and Har?alf’s eyes got wide when they saw this through their magic sphere. “What in the name 
of Elfland and Halloween ...!” Fairfae swooned and floated upwards, for that’s the way elves, fairies, and 
pixies "fall". Her husband caught her in one arm and flicked his wand with his free hand. The star tip 
flared up, and a sight screen surrounded the screwing siblings and hid them from view. 


From the orb came the words in a rustling and rumbling voice, “Why bother to cover that twin sis and 
brother from the same father and mother make hate with each other?” The tree which the family lived 
on found direct telepathy unsettling, so he sent his thoughts to the glass sphere, which went on to 
convert them to words. 


“Because we don’t want any elf, fairy, pixie, or god other than our family to know that our darlings 
Sparkcaster and Sparkmaster are freaking frigging around with each other!” 


“But aren’t you two very open about sibcest? Don’t you often help mortal incestuous siblings and 
supernatural ones with your magic when they run into trouble due to discrimination against their 
sibcestuous relationships? Like when you played pranks on self-proclaimed moralists who sought to 
harm Ashley and Ashton Smith, and when you helped Sigmund and Signy keep secret from their family 
and friends and the Aesir that they were making love. And aren’t you moved by the heart-warming love 
story of the twin gods Isis and Osiris? 


“Yes, and even more so by the wonderful love story of the above-godly Stardzimok [JAG46Z16UANHe, 
whose and whose identical twin’s name the LinkTwinManiac (TRISTFEFY*TFINFFYRISFY) dares not usually 
use] and his soul-bonded twin sister Stardzomel [JAG46Z16UANShe]. But it’s one thing to accept and 
admire sibcest outside your family, and another to accept your own children doing it ... and hate-sexual 
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one at that!” He looked at his beautiful wife resting in his arms. “The shock has been too great for poor 
Fairfae.” 


“But it will come out sooner or later. They hate each other too much to be able to keep it secret for long.” 
Haralf sighed. “Alright then...” And he lifted the unseen shield that screened his son and daughter. 


When Sparkmaster rammed his tarse into his sister’s pussy and she her snatch onto his penis, both 
shouted, “Ouch!” Sparkmaster’s cock hurt because his sister’s slick snatch burned and squeezed it 
mercilessly. Sparkcaster’s vagina hurt because it was small and her brother’s boner, though tiny due to 
the tininess of his whole body, was long and thick for elven, fairy, and pixie standards and because the 
invading stick was burning hot and spewed even hotter pre-cum. Sparkmaster had held the seething fluid 
back so as to unleash a load of it inside his twin to hurt her as much as possible. With the agony mixed 
electrical sensations of pleasure traveling from their nether regions up their backbones. Smelling one 
another’s matching fragrances heightened their sexual edginess and thereby their anger and dislike 
toward each other. 


\” 


“Oh, yeah! I’m raiding and ravaging your poor pussy, dumb sis whom I’d never miss!” shouted he as he 
hammered his rod into Sparkcaster’s vagina like a jackhammer, feeling like a hawk cutting through the 
air. The pointy tip of his harder-than-diamond tarsehead repeatedly poked the back of her snatch, and 


while it hurt her, her pussy walls withstood its onslaught, so strong were they. 


“And I’m wringing your sorry shaft, stupid bro whom | hate so!” shouted back Sparkcaster as she twisted 
and pinched Sparkmaster’s penis with her snatch muscles. She didn’t manage to deform it much due to 
its hardness and strength, but she did manage to give her brother as much pain as he gave her. When 
she pulled it in with her muscles, she felt like an orca devouring its prey. When she pushed it outwards, 
she felt like a cannon firing its load. Sparkmaster felt a punch in his nether regions, so fast did 
Sparkcaster throw his cock outward. She wielded her snatch to suck it to an abrupt halt and then back in 
just before it would have left her entrance. Then next time round, she let it leave completely, for her the 
magic magnetic fields of her snatch, urethra, and clit and her brother’s cock and balls sac allowed her to 
pull him back in when physical contact had been broken. The twins wielded these fields sometimes to 
pull, at other times to push, and at yet other times to twist or turn or do something else, all in the service 
of boosting their movements and hurting each other’s genitals. 


Because of their telepathic connection, the full siblings felt each other’s pain, too. This is why they had to 
hold back a bit when hurting each other. Each wanted to make the other feel pain but loathed to feel it 
him- or herself. As the sister’s steaming vaginal juices met the brother’s scorching pre-cum, they reacted 
to produce fire and lightning. The half-elven snatch bore likeness to a mixture between a thunderstorm, 
a magma chamber, and the heart of a hot, blue star. Soarkmaster continued to zap his sister with magic 
lightning bolts made by his tarse and she went on to zap him with fairylike thunderbolts produced by her 
clit. 


The hate-making soul siblings conjured their clothes away, not minding that their strong, firm, shapely, 
and dainty butts became naked, for elves, pixies, and fairies don’t have anuses (and they also don’t burp, 
fart, or poop). When they ran their hands over each other’s sleek and perfect bodies, they used these 
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elegant and nimble tools in rough ways. They slapped and hit each other. They conjured fire, ice, and 
etching acids and alkalis in their hands and smote the unpleasant stuff onto each other. To each one’s 
dismay (regarding the respective enemy) and relief (regarding her- or himself), their shining white scales 
protected them from bruises. 


Since the full siblings by blood and spirit had their hands full mistreating each other, they swung their 
wands telekinetically to hex one another. Sparkmaster cast a petrifying spell on his sister so he could 
screw her without getting screwed by her, but although her hands were momentarily frozen still, she 
was able to flick her wand through telekinesis to transfer her paralysis onto her brother. Now, it was she 
who pounded him at her leisure, but again only for a moment, for he undid his spell quickly. They 
conjured protective shields and cast shield-busting spells. Soarkmaster made his crotch bigger to stretch 
his sister even more, but although it hurt her, it also hurt him due to the immense pressure and because 
he felt his sister’s agony. Sparkcaster made her snatch shrink, ruthlessly squeezing her identical twin’s 
rod even more and hurting both of them further. 


“You’re a real pain on the tarse!” snarled Sparkmaster. 


The tarse-ache and the pussy-ache soon got so great that they undid their genital size manipulations. 
They shifted shape into small thunderclouds, lasers, stars, star-busters, volcanoes, bangs, dragons, and 
more. Their twincestuous hate-sexual intercourse as pumpkin-sized thunderclouds was especially 
spectacular, as it was made up of very bright and loud lightning bolts between them. As dragons, they 
breathed fire onto one another. Their hostile intercourse continued when they had switched back to 
their humanoid shapes. Instead of bringing their lips together like a lovemaking couple, those two 
smacked their foreheads together and cried in rage and headache. The smell of one another’s fabulously 
fresh (and flowery in Sparkcaster’s case) breath soothed that only a little. 


“Vl teleport myself to where they are and stop them!” said Har?alf. “Are they pachycephalosaurs or 
what?” 


The tree laughed. “No, but come on! You’ll ruin everything if you, their father, burst into the middle of 
their hate-sex.” 


“Oh, right. | hope they put this escapade to good use: to repair the damage their squabbling has brought 
and save our family’s face.” 


Sparkcaster and Sparkmaster were out of the ordinary masters of mind- and spirit-magic and soul- 
manipulation. They cast spells to confuse one another, bring each other mind aches, and fill each other 
with feelings and emotions so scary they would have sent all but the most steadfast trick-or-treaters 
packing. Much of what they did on this level is unspeakable and sometimes even further beyond, so only 
a small part can be told here. Sparkcaster made maddening puzzles and vexing paradoxes for her brother 
worse than anything encountered in math or logic. Soarkmaster thought up new shapes of magic to 
solve the unsolvable puzzles and resolve the unresolvable paradoxes. A side-effect of their use magic of 
mind, soul, and spirit was the resolution of a few set-theoretic paradoxes. 
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Take any set S and look at the set, (S --> {0, 1}), of all functions from S to the two-element-set {0, 1}. (S --> 
{0, 1}) is at least as big as S since there’s a one-to-one function from the latter to the former: the function 
from S into (S --> {0, 1}) which sends each x in S to the function from S to {0, 1} which sends x to 1 and 
every other y in S to 0. Take any function, b, from S to (S --> {0, 1}). Then we can define the diagonal 
function s from S to {0, 1} such that s sends x to 0 if b(x) sends x to 1 and vice versa. Then for each x in S, 
we have s(x) = 1 — b(x)(x) 4 b(x)(x) and hence s # b(x). Hence, b doesn’t send any member of S tos, a 
member of (S --> {0, 1}), and thus is not onto. Therefore, there isn’t any function from S onto (S --> {0, 1}), 
so (S --> {0, 1}) must be bigger than S. 


However, the soul-linked siblings’ magic changed this mathematical fact and the logical foundation on 
which its diagonalizing proof rests, allowing some sets to equal their power sets in size and resolving 
Cantor’s Paradox, named after its discoverer Georg Cantor, the human genius who found set theory and 
thereby founded modern math on Earth. This dismayed some mathematicians and logicians and cheered 
others up. But what confused them was that Russell’s Paradox and the Burali-Forti Paradox remained in 
place. At least until they didn’t, for the spirit-bonded twins’ witchcraft also resolved them after a while, 
only to bring them back and even strengthen them and create new contradictions later on. 


Against the physical pains and mind aches due to the physical and mental blows which the identical 
mind-linked twins dealt each other, the siblings magically shut off their mental link. It didn’t work too 
well since the respectively other side often undid such magic shields, but it did help. However, they have 
one and the same self-linked soul and spirit. As an example, when Sparkmaster made a new kind of bad 
stirring so terrible that merely thinking of it drove even supernatural powers mad, Sparkcaster got nosy 
and thought of it, immediately regretting her choice when she became very sad and scared as well as 
extremely enraged at her brother nearly to the point of madness. To add physical pain to mental and 
spiritual one, Soarkmaster smacked his sister’s thighs and pinched her nipples savagely ... although he 
immediately regretted the latter action when he got zapped and the magical electric shock made him 
think of the most dreadful Halloween terrors. Sparkmaster blocked his sister’s mind-ache from reaching 
him alright, but her ache of soul and spirit washed over him, too, and made him regret his deed. He was 
forced to erase his sister’s thoughts of the ghastly stirring he had made. 


Sparkcaster retaliated by messing up her twin’s mind and causing him to think up wild spells which she 
used against him, all while clenching her snatch and enjoying the feeling of squashing his cock. By his 
indomitable willpower not topped by anyone or anything, whether mortal or god or elf or dwarf or 
anything else, Soarkmaster freed himself from his mind’s manipulation by his twin, the only one who 
could fiddle with his mind or their spirit and soul at all. To the joy of having overcome the mental attack 
came the great pleasure he had in shooting his scalding, sizzling pre-cum into his sister. It felt like 
shooting bullets at an arch-enemy. His long strong legs pressed together, Sparkmaster stretched his 
whole body through and stuck his dick especially deep into his twin’s vagina. Sparkcaster could feel his 
exertion and read it from his face. 


“Is that all you’ve got?” said she. She wrapped her long, slender legs around her brother’s hip and kicked 
his butt with her heels. It hurt quite a bit due to the steel-hardness of his muscly behind, but it was 

worth it from her perspective. Soarkmaster reeled in ache as his hips were slammed so tightly against his 
sister’s that his balls were crashed and crushed against the region below her vagina. Sparkcaster shielded 
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her mind from his so as to not feel his pain. Soarkmaster tried to cast a spell to overcome her shield, but 
failed because of the extreme agony in his seed makers. Sparkcaster followed up her attack by rubbing 
her legs on his sides, back, and legs. Due to their scales, the skin of fairies, pixies, and elves is perfectly 
smooth in one direction but very rough in the other. As scales bit into scales, the brother’s skin was 
rubbed sore. But so was the sister’s, so she stopped quickly. 


When Sparkmaster had recovered from his balls-ache, he began a Kung Fu fight with Sparkcaster, but 
one in which firstly, the combatants truly flew, and secondly, where they used not only their fists and 
feet as weapons, but their genitals as well. It was the second time his cock separated from her vagina. 
The pressure and temperature of the reacting mixture of pre-cum and vaginal juices inside Sparkcaster’s 
snatch were enormous, but she held it in with her unbelievably strong pussy muscles for later. Whenever 
she crashed it back onto her twin’s penis, her snatch lips airtightly kissed the appendage being devoured 
to keep the seething hate-juices in. It was quite a sight to behold the supernaturally linked twins fly over 
the jack-o’-lanterns and between these tokens of the spooky holiday and ride golden, red, and brown 
leaves into and over the magical thunderclouds of Elfland’s fall, all while boxing, kicking, and beating 
each other up in the most elegant ways and trying to savage one another’s genitals with their own. They 
used their slim, sharp, long, and high-bridged noses as weapons, poking their pointy tips into each 
other’s slender faces, which were tall with high foreheads and cheekbones and tapered to thin, pointy 
chins. Again, their small sparkling scales shielded them from significant harm. They pulled each other by 
their beautiful pointy ears and tugged one another’s fair and fragrant hair, reveling in the other’s ache 
but bewailing their own. 


In addition to shooting holy lightning and pre-cum, Sparkmaster’s tarse fired magic fire at his sister. She 
answered with fire from the opening of her urethra. The flames met and begot fire sprites, the first 
children of Sparkcaster and Sparkmaster. Like all their kids, they were their children and theirs alone, and 
they were their kids in every respect; in body, mind, spirit, and soul. They roamed through the 
supernatural world and beyond and worked good deeds and mischief. 


Fairfae felt her kids beget them and woke up from this most wonderful spiritual experience, which she 
shared with her beloved husband. She smiled and looked into his glowing eyes. “Our first 
grandchildren ... isn’t that great?” 


“You've finally accepted your kids’ relationship?” said the tree. 


Fairfae sighed. “We would’ve liked them to love each other as siblings, but they’ve come to hate each 
other as siblings instead. We’ve gotten used to their rivalry over the eons, so if they stretch out their 
many ways of infighting to include a little inbreeding, what’s the big deal?” 


Harralf nodded. 


“That’s the spirit!” said the sapient tree. (I say “sapient” instead of “sentient” because all trees are 
sentient, that is, can feel, whereas only very few trees are sapient, that is, can feel, soulstir/emote, and 
think like a human.) 
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“Get your disgusting hands off my beautiful breasts, you sister-fucker!” shouted Sparkcaster as she 
grabbed her brother’s hands (which were the exact opposite of disgusting in truth) to stop them from 
ungently and urgently groping her fair, spark-spewing boobs. 


The back-and-forth motion of Sparkmaster’s hips was nearly as fast as the fluttering of his wings, and it 
continued unabated as the two full siblings flew over heaven. He viciously shoved his tarse into his sister 
over and over again even though her snatch squeezed it with merciless ferocity. “Oh, | can fuck my sister 
alright, you brother-fucking brat, but | can do more: | can screw her.” A mischievous smile appeared on 
the slim and narrow lips of his small mouth with the shining white, perfect teeth. 


Sparkcaster smiled back as her brother telepathically told her what he was up to. “Bring it on, you creep! 
| can screw you, too.” 


The siblings with the supremely holy link hovered above the aether and created an aether bubble of 
their own with their magic wands ... not that they needed one to fly or for any other purpose, but 
because they liked the feel of the fiery sacred air. Soarkmaster beat his wings and spewed pixie dust 
from them in a way that spun him around on his tarse, which turned inside his sister’s hot and slick 
vagina like an axle in a socket. Faster and faster he spun and drilled her pussy with ever greater vigor. 
Sparkcaster spun herself in the opposite direction. The hate-juices lubricated the bearing so well that 
there was no spin speed limit. Sparkmaster conjured a screw thread onto his rod and Sparkcaster one 
into her pussy. Like this, they screwed toward each other. Their screwing got tighter and tighter. 
Sparkmaster’s dickhead poked painfully into the back of his twin’s vagina. Sparkcaster’s snatch pulled 
ever more strongly on her sibling’s shaft. Each waited for the other to flinch, but as alike as they were, 
neither did before the other. At last, they both stopped at the same moment and took a break from 
overly violent physical hate-sex, temporarily falling into a comparatively tame rhythm. 


However, that doesn’t mean their hate-making got less violent. The whole time, they weren’t having 
hate-sex on the physical level alone. They were also getting it on with each other on the levels or mind, 
spirit, and soul. Again, much of this is beyond speech, so only a small part can be said or written about. 
Their minds melted together in sexual union, yet not in love, but rather in hate, like matter and anti- 
matter coming together to literally annihilate each other. The siblings’ supernaturally linked minds didn’t 
achieve the latter, of course, but they did shower one another in hate, anger, schadenfreude, and a lot of 
unspeakably awful emotions, thoughts, and feelings befitting the creepiness of Halloween. Their self- 
bonded soul and spirit did the same in unison with their minds. The frenzy of nonphysical hate-making 
brought odd feelings and subtle confusion to gods and mortals alike. 


The twincestuous hate-sex on the mind, soul, and spirit levels made a new positive whole number before 
1 and thus a new chemical element before hydrogen, opening up possibilities in math and chemistry that 
weren't thinkable before. The element had both excessive reducing strength greater than that of lithium 
and cesium and extreme oxidizing power greater than that of fluorine. 
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De Trick 


The twin fairy-pixie-elves with the utterly holy link neared their joint orgasm. Sparkmaster’s balls 
tightened and pulled up. He felt as if a claw had gripped his nether region and heart. Strain of body, mind, 
and soul rose in him to unbearable levels. Sparkcaster’s snatch walls tightened their grip more strongly 
than ever before and clamped down on the invading spear or prey item, depending on one’s POV. She 
also felt physical and mental tension rise in her like magma in the chimney of an erupting volcano as well 
as the same spiritual tautness as her brother. The state of the twins was like that of a star of moderately 
high mass (about 8 to 10 times that of the Sun) at the end of its lifetime. Their big round eyes with the 
glowing, shining white eyeballs flashed as they met each other’s gazes. 


“Now for wrath!” said they together. 


The dam broke, and with it, all hell broke loose. To use the star analogy: The radiation pressure from the 
heart began to break down due to nuclear fuel depletion, letting gravity gain the upper hand for a 
moment and squash the core, raising pressure and temperature until it kindled a thermonuclear 
explosion in the heart which unleashed so much energy that it blasted most of the star into the 
aetherium. Sparkcaster’s snatch first yanked her twin’s boner inside, almost ripping it off, and then cast 
it out with such ferocity that it nearly stamped the male appendage into the latter’s owner’s pubic region. 
Although on the size-order of a bee, Sparkmaster’s tarse shot his seed into his sister with greater 
firepower than that of the LHC and all Olympian weapons combined. It ran amok and shelled the inside 
of Sparkcaster's snatch ruthlessly. Even a goddess’s vagina wouldn’t have been able to withstand the tiny 
genital machine gun’s ferocious onslaught. Only the pussy that matched it perfectly, the one of its 
owner's identical twin, could withstand the barrage. Still, Soarkcaster howled in pain as her brother 
mercilessly fired his white glowing projectiles into her with wild abandon. His racing car continued its 
fuming, fulminating, and furious spree when it had been flung out of its garage by its garage, firing its 
life-sparking load into its target from afar with more than perfect precision, that is, a bull’s eye hit rate of 
greater than 100%. Sparkcaster’s pussy finally opened its gates and gushed out snatch fluids with greater 
strength than ever before. 


The moment Sparkmaster’s tarse fired its first load of magic cum, Sparkcaster squirted and girl-spunked. 
The hate juices from her extremely thin urethra formed a spout so narrow and strong that it would have 
stung a hole even into a god. The spout was hotter than a laser sword, hotter than Perun’s, Zeus’s, and 
Teshub’s lightning bolts, hotter than the burning aether itself. Soarkcaster actually wielded it as a sword, 
trying to cut into her brother with it. Again, Sparkmaster’s hard and strong scales saved him from serious 
injury. After his boner left his true full sister’s snatch, he wielded his semen stream the same way. 
Neither in strength and speed nor in narrowness nor in heat was it beneath his identical twin’s shining 
stream of female ejaculate and squirt fluid. He could move his rod around freely, without using his hands, 
and this way let his cum spout whoosh through the aether at his sister from different angles. Even so, 
Sparkcaster got away with merely mild bruises thanks to her scales. From time to time, the brother and 
sister shaped their urethral walls into winding forms to turn their genital spouts into drill bits and screws. 
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The elf-fairy-pixie’s twincestuous hate-sex culminated telepathically as well. Their powerful joint mental 
and spiritual orgasm bewildered mortals and gods with wild thoughts and emotions and rattled the 
concepts and principles on which everything rests. Fairfae and Har>alf had to meddle and wield all their 
magic strength to prevent havoc from ensuing. The gist of Sparkcaster and Sparkmaster’s telepathic 
sexual blast is beyond unspeakable, so only some aspects of it can be told or hinted at. The twins felt 
immense joy at finally letting loose all their pent-up anger upon each other. But the delight of triumph of 
each one was coupled to horrible experiences by the other, for the siblings mind-screwed each other, 
the only ones who can do this to one another. Over-the-top orgasmic bliss soon mingled with equally 
climactic mind-ache, sadness, dread, and thought knots that do unto the mind what logic paradoxes do 
unto reality. Their soul-link letting them share their emotions and feelings bolstered both the positive 
aspects and the negative ones beyond bearableness. The identical twins would have gone mad hadn’t 
the climax of the spiritual sex of their soul with itself had a soothing effect on their mutual mind- 
screwing. 


When Sparkmaster’s cum met the vaginal juices, which were reacting with his pre-cum from before, 
things went kablooey, just like the aforesaid metaphorical star. The reaction violence increased like when 
a nucleus-splitting bomb sets off a nuclear fusion one. The existing colors weren’t enough to hold the 
output of the outburst from Sparkcaster’s snatch, so the explosion created new colors which neither 
mortal nor supernatural eye had seen and which neither mortal nor supernatural mind had imagined. It 
likewise created sounds and wonderful smells which neither mortal nor supernatural ear had heard or 
nose had smelled, respectively, and neither mortal nor supernatural mind had imagined. It even made 
outputs for senses that hadn’t existed before. The dazzling fireball flung the siblings apart, who were 
screaming each other’s names ... but following screeches of “Fuck you”. Pixie dust flew in all directions. 


Once Sparkmaster had put the first drop of his brightly glowing seed into his own full sister, sperms from 
this drop raced through Sparkcaster’s womb and up to her ovum instantaneously. But although they 
took no time to reach it, none of them fertilized it; soerms that started later used pixie dust to go faster 
than infinitely fast and thus back in time and reach the ovum before the ones who started first. One of 
them succeeded in getting its head into the Holy Grail that was the sister’s egg. The moment the seed 
fertilized the ovum, the souls of the twins’ soul-children likewise raced to link up with the zygote. Each 
drew from the spiritual energy of its parents’ nonphysical hate-sex to boost its power and help it outdo 
its siblings. As with the sperms, one of the souls beat the others. Thus was conceived Sparkmaster and 
Sparkcaster’s first pixie-fairy-elf child (remember that the others up to then were fire sprites). As part of 
her joint orgasm with her brother, the pregnant mother continued to squirt and spunk from her urethra. 
When she had enough of wielding her spout as a sword and spear, she broadened it and sprayed her 
boiling and corrosive liquids all over her brother, scalding and etching him a bit despite his scales. Her 
female ejaculate and squirt fluid reacted violently with his semen and created extremely powerful 
electromagnetic fields. 


The moment they reached their climax, the full siblings flicked their wands and used the energy of their 
joint orgasm to do powerful sex magic — the kind of magic the optimistic fairy had meant. Thanks to the 
awesome might of twincestuous hate-sex-magic, especially on Halloween, they managed to achieve the 
impossible feat of hexing Perun’s apples, making them explode in his face. Furthermore, Sparkcaster’s 
clitoris made a magenta-tinged lightning bolt and her wand an ultraviolet-tinged one. Sparkmaster’s dick 
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made a blue-tinged thunderbolt and his wand a green-tinged one. The four sparks, which only the twins 
and their parents could see, merged into a single super bolt that was blindingly bright and roaring and 
sharply banging loud for them and their fellow Elflanders but invisible and inaudible for all others, 
including the gods. Faster than instantaneously, the wondrous spark struck Zeus’s lightning bolt and 
penetrated deep into it while its magic might subtly went into Zeus’s power itself, all shortly before the 
identical twins’ orgasm started. The king of Olympus lost control of his lightning ability and tool, which 
spewed holy bolts wildly. 


“What’s wrong with you?” Zeus shook his thunderbolt angrily, but this only made things worse. A spark 
from his weapon bolted through the godly realm right into the sacred butt of the Olympian god of 
beginnings and transitions. The deity’s radiant eyes bulged, and a divine fragrant fart escaped him. The 
lightning from the grandson of Uranus set light to the wind from the anus of Janus. Tout de suite, his butt 
became a jet engine. Driven forth by the burning of sacred gas from his divine ass in the holy aether, the 
Olympian god of initiations was speeding through the divine world ere his infinitely fast mind had 
grasped what had happened. Zeus tried to undo what his bolt had done by using his might over lightning, 
but since this power of his had been bewitched by the siblings’ witchcraft as well, his meddling only 
strengthened the effect of the butt-burning bolt. He tried to wield his perfect mind to outsmart 
Sparkmaster and Sparkcaster’s trick, but the tricky identical twins wielded the sharp sword that was the 
overwhelming energy of their hate-sex to hex his mind and that of any god who sought to undo their 
prank. Like this, all the gods’ such efforts came to naught. Janus whizzed past Leto, making her spin ina 
pirouette. He crashed into Apollo, setting off countless arrows that marvelously brought life instead of 
death ... due to a certain pair of twins’ tinkering. The collision also started many philosophical discussions, 
which were fruitful for a change. He bumped into Apena, and people got enlightenments. Even those 
with fog in their noggins finally saw: 


1. how important it is to protect wildlife and conserve nature, 

2. that all living beings, from bacteria and archaea over seedlings and animals to unborn and born 
human beings, have untouchable rights, 

3. that it is always and without exception unjust and a heinous crime to sacrifice the rights of one, 
no matter how small or apparently insignificant or (in the case of a group) few, for the sake of 
another, no matter how great or apparently important or (in the case of a group) many, 

4. and that copyright- or patent-like intellectual property constitutes a violation of both the 
individual’s and society’s rights to utter intellectual and informational freedom, 

5. but that at the same time, plagiarism, the crime of fraudulently misattributing others’ 
achievements of the mind to oneself on purpose, is a grave sin, 

6. and that, also thanks to the universal and fundamental right to informational freedom, it’s a 
crime to break into anyone’s private sphere to take or destroy or do anything else with the 
information there without their consent. 
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De Wronness ?0f Copyright 2and Patent 


The mortals also saw why this is so. The first, second, third, fifth, and sixth points are obvious, so | deem 
it superfluous to list their justifications which Abena let the mortals see. But the fourth point may bring 
about some contention with those who haven’t yet been enlightened, so I'll back it up with a few of the 
grounds on which it stands that Apena let the mortals understand: 


(f) Copyright and its ilk stand in direct opposition to freedom of speech; if someone isn’t allowed to 
freely talk or write about something, this infringes upon their right to freedom of expression. And 
copyright forbids you from freely saying or writing copyrighted material. Regardless of whether you’re 
for or against copyright, you’ve thus got to admit that it clashes with freedom of speech. 


(u) CoPaKIP violates other fundamental freedoms of people, too. For instance, patents prevent people 
from building or bettering certain machines even though the building of the machines itself would be 
allowed were it not for the patents. Likewise, copyright prevents people from using certain texts or 
melodies just because someone has laid a monopoly on these texts or melodies. This informational 
dictatorship due to CoPakKIP is no different from the restriction of intellectual and informational liberty 
enforced by authoritarian regimes and religious dictatorships. This latter fact must be accepted, again 
regardless of whether one is for or against CoPaKIP and for or against totalitarianism. With what right 
could someone prevent you from creating certain gadgets (other than bombs and other severely harmful 
devices, of course) or using certain sequences of letters or music notes (other than computer viruses and 
other highly harmful data, of course)? 


(bp) So should everyone be allowed to plagiarize at will? Nothing’s further from the truth! Plagiarism is 
very, very wrong because it is the vile act of misattributing another’s intellectual achievement to oneself 
on purpose. It’s often a form of stealing, namely merit theft, but this isn’t essential. By its nature, 
plagiarism is first and foremost a type of lying, fraud, deception, dishonesty. That’s why it isn’t okay even 
if the plagiarized person consents. Or is it fine if a scientist writes theses and sells them — or even gives 
them for free — to students so that they can publish them as their own? 


Of course not. 
Why? 


Because that’s deceit, just as cheating in an exam is. Let’s say Alice has an idea, shares it with Bob, and 
tells him to boast of it as his own in front of Charlie. Have Alice’s rights been violated? 


Obviously not. 


So it isn’t theft. Bob’s rights have clearly not been infringed upon, either. So whose rights have been 
violated? 


Why, Charlie’s, of course! Charlie has the right to not be lied to. Truth is among the highest and most 
important goods of a righteous society and honesty a supreme douth (virtue). Bob and Alice have 
harmed Charlie by hoodwinking him and breached the key moral principle to not lie. Therefore, both 
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owe him generous compensation and deserve harsh punishment. Needless to say, if Bob plagiarized 
Alice against her will, he alone would be culpable. In this case, he deserves the same punishment as in 
the first case, and he ought to be penalized on top of that for trying to steal recognition from Alice. 


(a) The heinous crime plagiarism is a severe moral failure in general, and it is against the spirit of science 
in particular. After all, science seeks truth, and lying obviously stands in direct opposition to that. 
Plagiarists are to historians of ideas what artifact forgers are to archeologists and fossil fabricators to 
paleontologists. The same is true of all fraudulent misattributers, including inverse plagiarists: those who 
attribute their own ideas to highly regarded experts to give their own thoughts greater weight. 


(r) Then why are copyright and patent bad? Because CoPaKIP does not target plagiarism itself; it targets 
only the refusal to comply with intellectual monopolies. For instance, CoPaKIP has — thank goodness! — 
not been stretched out to concepts, theories, abstract ideas and the like. It likely and hopefully never will, 
since even most of the less intelligent ones of us humans can see that the freedom of ideas is a sacred 
ground right and that violating it would cripple progress. That means, though, that CoPaKIP has no 
bearing on the plagiarism of concepts, theories, abstract ideas and their kind. And because the current 
system focuses on CoPakIP, since it is for monopoly rather than against fraud when it comes to mind 
fruits, it doesn’t adequately fight plagiarism of stuff not covered by CoPaKIP. Neither does it combat 
plagiarism in which the plagiarized party consents and is thereby an accomplice. This is a gaping hole in 
the legislatures of many countries. Ideas, theories, concepts and the like must be freely sharable, usable, 
modifiable, and combinable, but they must not be misattributed. Instead of putting people into prison 
for using others’ works with attribution, the government ought to imprison those who fraudulently claim 
others’ mind achievements as their own, which sadly includes even some distinguished scientists and 
inventors. 


(k) But artists and inventors have to make a living. If they cannot make a living off their creative work, 
they’ll have less time and resources to put into making stuff. How can they make a living without 
CoPakKIP? 


That’s easy to answer. CoPaKIP helps a few selfish creative people with commercial success become even 
more successful commercially. At the same time, it not only doesn’t help the countless unseen geniuses 
in the world, but also harms them by stifling their creativeness and exposing them to the danger of 
monopolistic lawsuits. By contrast, a system which is both just and good for innovation rewards all 
creative people in accordance with their merits and boosts rather than smothers the fire of brilliance. 
Society owes its creative people ample rewards. So the following system would be good and in 
particular much better than the current one: Instead of paying for licenses to individual works or 
inventions, members of society pay a creativity tax. This money is then dealt out to creative entities and 
those who help them according to how popular and useful their creations are. This is similar to the way 
content creators on YouTube earn money depending on how many clicks their videos get. The distribution 
is such that more popular inventors and artists don’t get an inordinately large amount of money and less 
popular ones not be down on their uppers. This arrangement not only ensures fairness, but also boosts 
progress by giving new ideas bigger chances. For example, one software-making company, call it “Alice & 
Sons”, can gain an edge over another one, call it “Bob & Daughters”, by superior business skills or sheer 
luck even though Bob & Daughters’ software is better. In the old system, Alice & Sons’ higher start 
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earnings give it more resources for development, leading into a vicious positive feedback loop allowing 
this company to displace Bob & Daughters from the market. In the new system, Alice & Sons gets less 
additional creativity tax money the richer it already is while Bob & Daughters always gets a minimum 
share. This allows Bob & Daughters’ superior software to compete with Alice & Sons’ on its own merit 
rather than luck or business skills. It’s important that not only creators make a living from the creativity 
tax, but also those who help them, spread their creations, and ensure the latter’s quality. This includes 
publishers, scientific journals, and bookhouses, which play key roles in cultural and technico-scientific 
progress. 


(g) Wouldn’t abolishing CoPakIP kill the incentive for many people to create? 


Only for those who aren’t true creators with heart and soul. A true writer would continue writing even if 
it didn’t win them a dime. She or he would even pay readers if needed so that they read her or his work. 
A full-blooded inventor would spare no expense to be able to realize their dream of making new 
machines. 


In fact, what we’ve just said shines the limelight on another vicious feedback loop KoPaKIP causes, this 
time one by which it tends to hold itself in power: In a CoPaKIP-based system, inventors and artists 
endorsing CoPaKIP have an advantage over those who are against it. Society rewards those who 
monopolize intellectual goods, and thereby infringe upon its freedom, with large sums of money. On the 
other hand, it rewards those who offer their mind fruits for free, those who respect everyone’s right to 
informational freedom, with words of thanks and perhaps a donation here and there. This causes a 
larger percentage of creative output to be by monopolists, as only these can live off their minds’ 
activities in a CoPaKIP-based system. This, in turn, spurs society on to uphold and stretch out CoPakKIP, as 
otherwise, it would lose said larger percentage. Thereby, monopolizing becomes even more lucrative, 
causing an even bigger overweight of monopolists among creative people. 


This vicious spiral has led to the current situation, where abolishing CoPaKIP would indeed lead to a 
temporary decrease in creative output due to the current market dominance of monopolists. We have to 
accept this temporary dip if we are to have a better situation in the end. We have to break out of the 
local optimum of monopoly created by CoPakKIP, through the wall of briefly lower creative output, to the 
global optimum of a free society with higher creative output than ever before. There, every artist and 
inventor can realize their full potential without being stifled by intellectual monopolies. Then, we will see 
the positive feedback loop work in the other direction: The more we depend on artists and inventors 
who don’t seek monopolies, the less useful it is for us to satisfy the greed of those who do and the more 
harmful it is, as it would stifle the righteous inventors’ and artists’ creativity. And the less we satisfy said 
greed, the greater the share of the market which the monopolists leave to the righteous creators. 


(w) And why is that important ... besides being just? 


We are well-advised to foster righteous makers because their free exchange of information among each 
other optimizes their creative output, which we all benefit from. 


(h) Furthermore, the true inventor or artist creates for the sake of creation itself. Therefore, the full- 
blooded inventor’s aim is to make ingenious gadgets which are as good as possible. Likewise, the 
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genuine artist’s goal is to create fair artworks for celebrating beauty or to draw attention to important 
matters or to trigger deep thoughts or some other high-minded end. Thus, wholehearted artists and 
inventors always strive to make the best creations they can. By contrast, the monopolistic inventor or 
artist’s aim is to make base and selfish profit in the form of money, fame, praise, similar low-minded 
aims, or a combination thereof. As a result, they aim to maximize their egoistic profit, which often 
clashes with optimizing the creation. For instance, companies often build defects into the tools and 
machines they produce so that customers be forced to buy new ones after a while. Likewise, many 
authors write fiction merely to appeal to the masses instead of crafting masterpieces that seek to 
improve society. Consequently, a creativity sector dominated by athel/noble artists and inventors 
produces higher-quality inventions and artworks than one dominated by monopolistic ones. So it’s in the 
interest of society to set up an environment hostile to monopolistic artists and inventors and friendly to 
freedom-loving ones for the sake of better cultural and techno-scientific progress. 


By the way, it is to the monopolistic kind of creative or wanna-be-creative person that plagiarists belong. 
The high-minded artist, inventor, scientist, mathematician, or philosopher sees just the mind fruit itself 
and doesn’t care whether they found it or another did. So they have no motive to plagiarize. On the 
other hand, the monopoly-seeking, ownership-minded one seeks fame or fortune or has another egoistic 
pursuit and thus a motive for plagiarism. 


But don’t high-minded creative people hate being plagiarized? 
Of course they do, and they equally detest it if others are plagiarized. 


(n) Someone might say: “I’m still not convinced we should abolish CoPaKIP; if someone uses my work or 
invention without my permission, that’s stealing.” 


That’s a common mistake. Copying or building upon a work or invention is not stealing, for several 
reasons, one of which is this: If Alice writes a novel and Bob writes a sequel to or an alternative version 
of that novel, he does not in any way prevent Alice from enjoying, using, telling, or building upon her 
novel. He doesn’t take anything away from Alice and has no power over her original. This is very different 
from, say, stealing a gold ring. Alice can write alternate versions of her novel and sequels and prequels to 
it regardless of Bob’s doing. Likewise, if Alice has thought up an invention and Bob builds an instance of it 
and perhaps even modifies it, how does this impact Alice’s ability to use and improve her invention? If 
anything, it can help her, namely if Bob thinks of an improvement that hasn’t crossed Alice’s mind. 


(i) But what if Alice doesn’t want people to use or build upon her creative work? 


Then she can simply avoid publishing it. Bob would violate Alice’s right to informational sovereignty and 
autonomy (as well as her right to privacy) only if he broke into her private sphere and took information 
from there without her consent. Needless to say, this ought to be severely punished. Yet this crime, 
which IMHO is worse than ordinary theft, is what CoPaKIP has actually enabled: A big company once 
launched a bogus patent lawsuit against a small one. Why? So that a court ordered the small company to 
lay its secret plans bare to the big one! In the name of patent law, the state allowed one entity to invade 
another entity’s privacy and destroy or live off the latter’s hard-won inventions. Thus, CoPaKIP not only 
forbids what it claims to be theft but in truth is not, but also authorizes true theft of intellectual goods. If 
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Alice willingly gives Bob a piece of information, she has no right to afterwards prevent Bob from using it 
in any way he sees fit. 


(j) Alice has even less right to prevent Bob from using a good of the mind if he has found it on his own. 


“Well, copyright respects this fact”, someone may say. “If Bob writes a novel very similar to Alice’s but 
independently of her and any third party, he enjoys full rights to his story.” 


It does ... at least in theory ..., but anyway, it ignores an important issue in this regard: For any work, it’s 
true that at first, Bob could have come up with the same work as Alice, so he originally had the right to 
publish it and use it in any why he liked. This includes works which Bob happened to not create but 
rather get from Alice. But by exposing Bob to her instance of the work before he could think it up on his 
own, Alice has permanently robbed Bob of the ability to find it by himself. How is this supposed to entitle 
her to rob him of another thing, namely the right to freely use the work? Let’s say Charlie gives Alice and 
Bob a puzzle and Alice says the answer out loud before Bob has had the time to solve it. Does that give 
Alice the right to prevent Bob from using the answer regardless of whether he would have found it on his 
own? 


Certainly not, as that would be doubly unfair; not only has she forever foreclosed his chance to solve the 
puzzle, but she would also have infringed upon a freedom he originally had and which he by rights ought 
to have forevermore. 


Every invention, theory, idea, story outline, story, fictional entity, plot device, melody, algorithm, 
program and so forth that Alice can come up with, Bob can also come up with, at least so long as he 
doesn’t live too long before Alice’s time (when needed intellectual groundwork is not yet there). This is 
demonstrated by Isaac Newton and Gottfried Wilhelm Leibniz both inventing calculus and by both Louis 
de Broglie and David Bohm coming up with Pilot Wave Theory, to name but two examples. So what 
supposedly give Alice the right to prevent Bob from using and building upon a good of the mind that he 
originally had the ability to find by himself, just because she found it first? Nothing does. For example, 


|’ 


every physicist could have come up with what’s now called “the Tesla coil”, so why should Nicola Tesla 
have a monopoly on it just because he was the first to think of it? Similarly, many a philosopher could 
have thought of the line “What can be said can be said clearly, and on what can’t be said, we must keep 
silent”. So why should Ludwig Wittgenstein be able to prevent others from freely using it just because he 


was the first one to write it (’s German version)? 


(ei) And what if Alice asks Bob to promise her to not use her mind fruit without her permission as a 
condition for sharing it with him? 


If he freely gives her his word and she then tells him the piece of info, then of course, he must not 
renege on his promise. 


(p) How can two makers independently create the same novel, song, machine, or other intellectual good? 
Or does this mean they don’t create them after all?” 


The latter. This very good point shows the things which copyright holders, patent holders, and their like 
seek to monopolize have not been made by them. Artists and inventors haven’t created the novels, 
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music pieces, machines and so forth themselves. For instance, every text is a string of letters and thus 
corresponds to a natural number. The same is true of melodies, which are sequences of music notes and 
thus match one-to-one with natural numbers, as Damien Riehl and Noah Rubin have convincingly 
demonstrated with their All the Music Project. You can find a lot of info about this work under 


http://allthemusic.info/ and the melodies themselves under 
https://archive.org/download/allthemusicllc-datasets on the wonderful Internet Archive. Since natural 


numbers have always been there, so have the texts and melodies themselves. Indeed, programs have 
been written (including by the L™ for texts, which can represent melodies, and by Riehl and Rubin for 
melodies) that systematically output every possible text and every possible melody. Although impractical 
in the case of decent-length texts due to the extremely long time they need, these programs show that 
what CoPakIP proponents claim to be creations of the mind can in truth be output by a deterministic 
process. They can also be output by the exact opposite of a deterministic process: a fully random one. A 
monkey banging away at a keyboard can type any finite string of characters, including Romance of the 
Three Kingdoms. \t’s overwhelmingly unlikely, yes, but possible. Let’s suppose it turned out said novel 
was accidentally typed by a monkey playing with a keyboard rather than written by Luo Guanzhong. 
Would that in any way change the feelings, soulstirrings (emotions), and thoughts those who’ve read it 
got by reading it? 


No. But who or what created the work then? 


Chance. True randomness. It shows again that free-will isn’t essential to the process of finding 
intellectual goods. 


The same is true of inventions. Otherwise, it wouldn’t be possible for two people to independently come 
up with one and the same invention. For example, the wheel was invented in Eurasia but also in South 
America independently thereof. Every invention ever made by humans can be given by a finite-length 
text. Therefore, the aforesaid programs will output a precise description of every finitely specifiable 
invention, and the monkey similarly has a chance of being lucky enough to write any such description. 
Thus, monopolizing texts, melodies, inventions, software and so on is laying claim to something not 
one’s own ... in other words, theft. It’s the holders of copyrights or patents or similar intellectual 
property who are guilty of stealing. 


(z) “You can’t persuade me that creative people don’t make anything”, you might say. 


And you'd be right. | mean, they’re called “creative” for a reason. Like every other being making use of 
its free-will in time, creative people clearly craft something. But they don’t create things; all things exist 
timelessly and with utter logical necessity. Instead, they bring forth information. CoPaKIP, however, let’s 
people monopolize things, which they have not made and do not own. 


(s) So would it be okay for creative people to monopolize the information they make? 


No; for they would thereby also monopolize the things involved. We actually saw this when we talked 
about Charlie giving Alice and Bob a puzzle (point (j)), but let’s say it with explicit reference to 
information now. Wielding his free-will, the tree carrying Fairfae and Har?alf’s house made the state-of- 
affairs (sakebearing) that elves, fairies, humans and others think and say the sentence 
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“Why bother to cover that twin sis and brother from the same father and mother make hate with each 
other?” 


hold. (By the way, Ashley and Ashton Smith independently thereof wielded their free-will to make the 
sakebearin that humans think and say the sentence 


“dy boder to cover dat twin sister 2and broder from de same fader 2and moder make love wid 2each 
200er?” 


hold.) We say: “He made the sakebearin into a fact”, where “fact” is short for “holding sakebearing”. The 
sapient tree thereby created a piece of information, for the holding of a sakebearing corresponds to the 
existence of a piece of info. In particular, he is the (main) maker of the info corresponding to the fact 
that you think and say said sentence. Before he chose to coin the famous line, you still could make the 
sakebearin that you think and say it hold; you still had the ability to create the associated info piece. In 
everyday speech: You still could come up with the line by yourself. So you clearly once had the right to 
say it freely. But by saying it and spreading it to you, the tree and the Link Twin Maniac have robbed you 
of that ability forever. So if the tree monopolized the info he made, he would effectively monopolize the 
sentence, too. But the sentence itself is a thing, which wasn’t created. Moreover, you originally had the 
right to use it freely, and you did nothing to lose that right, so you should by rights keep it. Thus, the tree 
would be guilty of theft had he monopolized his famous line. 


(t) Yes, my friend. CoPaKIP proponents are the ones who have the piratical mentality of “Take what you 


1” 


can, give nothing back!”. All modern works of art (including literature), science, or technology are based 
on earlier works, discoveries, or inventions. In order to create the works and inventions they seek to lay 
claim to, holders of copyrights and patents had and have to freely draw on countless works and 
inventions by earlier people. For instance, every fantasy author and many more are indebted to old 
sagas and legends. Likewise, inventors of modern computers have to build on work by George Boole, 
Alan Turing, John von Neumann, and many others. So CoPaKIP holders have to thank their free access to 
and use of earlier accomplishments for being able to come up with their achievements. And yet, they 
seek to deny the next generation of creative people the same freedom that they themselves (the 


CoPaKIP holders) needed and still need. 


(b) They thereby hamper the next generation and progress. Yet ironically but not surprisingly, CoPaKIP 
harms those who make use of it, too, for it works against their creations being spread and maintained. 
For instance, the Internet Archive preserves books free of charge and lends them out in a manner that 
even complies with the current CoPaKIP-infested laws. By moreover saving snapshots of the web, it 
could also help resolve priority disputes and cases of suspected plagiarism. Which writer, publisher, or 
intellectual who still thinks straight would not fully support it? None, | believe. And yet, supported by 
some intellectually challenged authors (though opposed by sane ones), some thankless publishers are 
suing the Archive out of their insatiable greed, to the detriment of writers and readers alike. 


(e) Like all hurdles to free flow of information, CoPaKIP hinders cultural, artistic, scientific, and 
technological progress and stifles creativeness. It is because today’s creative people are free to use 
myths, stories, theories, inventions, and other goods of the mind from those who came before that we 
have such flourishing culture, art, science, and technology. These pillars of our civilization would thrive 
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even better if modern creative people could freely draw on each other’s works, too. Instead, CoPaKIP- 
holders are grabbing more and more of the space of all possible intellectual goods, restricting creative 
folk ever more. This is very obvious in the music industry, where new musicians are often targeted by 
ludicrous but lucrative copyright lawsuits just because they thought of (and independently at that!) a 
melody bearing likeness to something which the one who sues thought of earlier. A similar phenomenon 
has cropped up in literature, like when a famous writer faced absurd lawsuits for supposedly infringing 
copyrights, and in technology, as in the aforementioned case of the big company bullying the small one. 


(m) Don’t we need CoPakIP to spur on creativity? 


Nope, we certainly don’t. Ingenious artists, inventors, and scientists have been doing their work for 
thousands of years without any CoPakIP. Literary masterpieces from the likes of Enheduanna, Homer, 
Hesiod, Al-Mutanabbi, Baydaba, Bragi Boddason, Wu Cheng’en, and William Shakespeare bear witness 
to how little CoPaKIP boosts originality and resourcefulness, just as much as the philosophical 
masterworks of Laozi, Plato, Ibn Sina (Avicenna), Meister Eckhart and Gottfried Wilhelm Leibnitz and the 
inventions of Archimedes and Zhang Heng do, to name but a few. In fact, had CoPaKIP dominated in 
earlier times, the world would be culturally and technologically poorer. For instance, copyright would 
have prevented Shakespeare (or whoever was behind him if there was such a person) from writing many 
of his great works. The wealth of free software available today, too, shows that CoPaKIP isn’t needed for 
technological progress. Many of the free programs, such as the operating system Linux and the 
typesetting software (La)TeX, are better than proprietary alternatives ... if the latter even exist. Unluckily, 
CoPaKIP has enabled inferior proprietary programs to push better free software aside due to the 
proprietors’ being skillful businesspeople. 


“But doesn’t CoPaKIP force you to come up with new stuff instead of just copying what’s already there?” 
someone might argue. 


Well, true artists or inventors don’t have to be forced to come with something new; thinking up new 
stuff is their calling. Would a real playwright simply copy ’Tis Pity She’s a Whore? or Twelfth Night or a 
large chunk thereof? No. Why not? Because these plays already written. What would be the big deal in 
repeating what’s already been said or written? So why should a playwright have any bigger motive to 
imitate modern works, a motive that supposedly needs to be suppressed? He or she doesn’t. And with 
inventions, it’s the same: There’d be no point for an inventor to design what has already been drawn up. 
However, the inventor may design an improvement, and that should be welcomed, not forbidden. And 
patent would do the latter. And then look at scientists. They’re free to use each other’s theories and 
ideas as they please ... with attribution, of course. Does that make them lazy? No. You see? CoPakKIP is 
quite useless in fostering creativity. 


(I) You may say: “Then isn’t CoPaKIP at least useful for spreading knowledge and art? After all, that’s one 
of the purposes of copyright.” 


How mockingly upside-down some justifications are! Reminds one of how some justify the sibcest 
prohibition by appeal to protecting the family and the right to sexual self-determination. Monopolies 
that hamper the free flow of information are supposed to help it? Tearing sibcestuous couples apart and 
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taking their children away are supposed to protect the family and people’s right to sexual self- 
determination? Who are they kidding? What twisted, perverse, and ridiculous arguments are those? 


The ability to freely access information to educate oneself and share in progress is a human ground right. 
However, CoPaKIP deprives many people of their right to freely access, use, share, and develop 
information and knowledge and even punishes them when they try to make use of their right. CoPaKIP 
helps a few greedy people monopolize knowledge and information and exercise unjust power over 
others. This is against equality of opportunities and education of the people, two pillars of a righteous 
and enlightened civilization and of liberal democracy. 


Furthermore, much research funded by the state and thereby society as a whole is held behind paywalls 
by some journals and publishers, who thus extort money from the public in return for giving the public 
access to what the latter owns in the first place. And if a freedom fighter, like Aaron Swartz and 
Alexandra Elbakyan, seeks to undo this theft and give the public back what is rightfully theirs, CoPaKIP 
laws cause ruthless persecution of such heroes. 


(Nn) “Doesn’t that sound a bit socialist?” you might wonder. 


Fighting CoPaKIP be socialist?! State-ensured monopoly goes straight against the principles of the free 
market. That includes monopolizing knowledge or information generally. If we had a truly free market, 
then copyright, patent, and their ilk would be no more. Of course, the same would be the case in 
socialism, as this system doesn’t accept anyone monopolizing intellectual goods and withholding them 
from society. So CoPaKIP is incompatible both with socialism and with free-market capitalism. 


(d) Speaking of things humans profess to champion but often disregard for the sake of intellectual 
monopoly ... CoPaKIP enforcement goes against data protection. Not only is CoPaKIP not helpful (due to 
being irrelevant) for protecting people from theft or destruction of data in their private spheres. CoPaKIP 
enforcement can and often does also lead to violation of privacy and destruction or theft of data in 
someone’s private sphere. This is the case for example when enforcement agencies force ISPs to disclose 
their users’ data in order to prosecute — nay, persecute — those whom they call “copyright infringers”. 


(o) You may now be at a point where you ask: “Should all intellectual property be abolished?” 


The answer is: No; just those kinds of IP which violate freedom rights should be done away with. 
Trademark, for instance, doesn’t; you’re free to modify, build upon, and use a trademark in any way you 
like except to mark your products or to make false claims about the trademark holder. (The latter is or 
ought to be forbidden regardless of trademark since it’s a form of lying, and harmful lying about a person 
or company at that.) Also, unlike CoPaKIP, trademark doesn’t create artificial scarcity. Using and building 
upon an invention or work of art doesn’t in any way restrict the creator’s freedom to use their creation, 
but using another’s trademark nullifies its use as a trademark. 


Why? 


Because the purpose of a trademark is by definition to identify a good or its producer or both, so it has to 
be unique. It’s like with domain names and car plate numbers: They have to be unique, too, in order to 
work as domain names or car identifiers, respectively. So owning domain names and car numbers are 
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acceptable shapes of intellectual property, too. Obviously, if someone owns a car number, she or he 
doesn’t monopolize that number except when it comes to marking a car. You’re obviously free to use the 
number in any way you like save for putting it on your car plate. It’s similar with domain names and 
trademarks. 


Indeed, it’s not only that you can monopolize a number for car marking; you must; you’re not allowed to 
let anyone else use your car number on their car. The same goes for trademarks. Really? Should a 
company be forbidden from letting another one use its trademarks? Of course, as it would thereby 
defraud customers. 


(f2) And now to the weightiest point: putting all that into practice. A CoPaKIP-free society may be nice in 
theory, but do we have a practical example of such a society that works well? 


As a matter of fact, we do. We already have a working system which applies the ideals Athena taught the 
mortals: science and philosophy with regard to ideas and theories. Everyone is free to use, modify, adapt, 
combine, and build upon scientific or philosophical principles, ideas, concepts, or theories to their heart’s 
content. At the same time, plagiarism, which is the fraudulent misattribution of other’s mind merits to 
oneself, as well as fraudulent misattribution broadly, are strictly forbidden. And this system is hugely 
successful and leads to a thriving scientific and philosophical community, as everyone can plainly see and, 
in fact, feel in the grand ways in which science has bettered and keeps bettering people’s lives. 


Not only did Janus’s bumping into Apena teach the mortals all that — which | have reflected in this 
humble text in a very wanting way — and more, but in the philosophical discussions sparked by Janus 
crashing into Apollo, the wise philosophers argued in a way similar to the above, though their arguments 
were even clearer and more brilliant and numerous. Speaking of thinkers critiquing intellectual property, 
you may want to read Julian Friedland’s paper /deation and Appropriation: Wittgenstein on Intellectual 
Property. Another critique of intellectual property is offered by Jodo Romeiro Hermeto in his paper 
Towards a critique on intellectual property, of which | recommend you read at least the last few lines. In 
his post Adorno, Benjamin and Wittgenstein (!): knowledge is not property, Martin Paul Eve makes points 
against CoPaKIP similar to some thoughtcast by Abena. And to convince yourself of the truth of my 
statement that some writers are still thinking straight, read Alison Rumfitt’s In defence of Z-Library and 


book piracy. 
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De (Divine Butt)-Driven Rampage Goes ?on 


Janus ran Hera over, and many a happy marriage started on Earth and among supernatural powers ... 
and one not so happy one: The fairy-pixie-elf twins were wed by their own tricky doing. Janus banged 
into Aphrodite, and many siblings who had romantic feelings for each other consummated their love at 
last. He crashed into Aphrodite’s son Eros and set off an arrow from the latter’s bow. The dart flew back 
in time and hit two further arrows from the same quiver: the golden one Eros had shot at Apollo to 
kindle the Olympian light-bearer’s love for Daphne, and the leaden one he had shot at Daphne to 
dampen her love for Apollo. It split both in two mid-flight, left the path of one half of the golden shaft 
unchanged, and deflected the other three halves. Finally, it shot an unseen forking spark at one pair of a 
golden arrow half and a leaden one and another forking spark at the other pair. Like this, it linked each 
dart with its partner so that the one struck by the golden half would be love-stricken with the one hit by 
its leaden match and the one pierced by the leaden arrow half would be love-drained as far the the gold- 
stricken one went. One golden dart found the target Eros had meant for it: Apollo. The second one 
struck Utu. The Erotic dart from the future deflected the leaden arrow halves at new targets: Artemis’s 
crisp butt and Inanna’s luscious one. 


This changed the course of divine history. Daphne continued her happy life, while the ensuing chases of 
Apollo after his chaste twin sister Artemis and of Utu after his twin sister Inanna became legendary. In 
the past, Zeus tried to save his children from this ordeal, but Sparkcaster and Sparkmaster’s jinx of his 
power worked back in time and made him almost blow up his own house when he tried to calm his son’s 
mad craving for his daughter. Back in the present, the hunt for the huntress and the chase after the 
unchaste goddess were still ongoing. Both pairs of divine twins were lucky they shared soul-bonds. 
Sparkcaster and Sparkmaster were good at fiddling with holy soul-bonds, a branch of magic they 
themselves had thought up. The satisfaction of each having screwed the one who vexed them most in 
their life made them merciful. They took pity on Zeus and Leto’s kids as well as the other pair of twins. 
Sparkmaster whisked the lead dart-induced lack of love away from Inanna with his wand. Sparkcaster did 
the same with Artemis. But this wasn’t enough, for after having been relentlessly chased by their twins 
for eons, the two goddesses’ attitude towards their brothers changed little even with the effects of the 
Erotic love-killing arrow halves gone. That’s why Sparkcaster manipulated Inanna’s feelings toward her 
brother by meddling with her supernatural link with him. Sparkmaster did the same with Artemis’s 
telepathic bond with Apollo. The link-tweaking brought it about that Apollo’s ardent desire kindled its 
reflection in Artemis’s heart, and Utu’s love set Inanna’s heart ablaze with lust for him. Only now did 
each pair of soul-bonded twin gods make passionate love. Sparkcaster telepathically asked her brother 
to do one more thing, but he only stuck out his tiny tongue. 


Sparkcaster raised her tiny shoulders and let them fall again. “I didn’t know you’re so lacking in skills.” 
She sighed. “Well, then I’ll have to do it.” 


“Who’s lacking in skills, you insolent brat?!” Sparkmaster fiddled with Artemis and Apollo’s supernatural 
link in a way that made Apollo focus all his overflowing lust on his twin forevermore and no other 
women ever again. 
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“One twincest has begotten two more,” said Sparkcaster. 

“Yeah, and hate-making has begotten double the amount of lovemaking,” said Sparkmaster. 
“Double the number of instances only. No-one loves their sibling half as much as | hate you.” 
“Same with me toward you.” 


Janus crashed into many gods, and each crash started something belonging to that god’s domain. These 
events were sometimes good and sometimes mischievous, but never evil. Janus left a fiery trail behind 
him as deafening explosions emanated from his sacred behind. 


Har?alf laughed. “What a loud shooting star! Well done, kids!” 
“Absolutely!” Fairfae gave her husband a peck on the lips. 


Gasps of admiration went through Elfland. The examiner, who had written the twins off before, now 
wondered at their work in awe. 


“If he behaves like a rocket,” said Sparkcaster. 
“\. He should look like one by rights,” completed Sparkmaster. 


They flew towards each other and slammed their hips together once more and swung their wands 
toward the rocketing god. Their glowing genitals produced another blast of pixie dust when they 
rammed into one another. Their second joint orgasm made their sex magic so strong that they were able 
to give Janus rocket shape. The god of beginnings and transitions quickly left the Olympian realm behind 
him and sped into Asgard. He tried to control his flight, but his butt was having too much fun; the fairy- 
pixie-elf twins had jinxed it to become mischievous. During his unwanted caprioles, he had made a mess 
on Olympus, and the same now happened in Asgard. 


Sparkmaster telepathically told the god: “What the butt of the god of initiations has initiated may well 
nevermore end.” 


“Oh, you little rascal are—” He was unable to finish as a hammer struck him: Mjollnir. 
Thor had shown up. “I won’t allow missile gods to be fired into our realm willy-nilly!” 


The holy hammer blow hurled Janus back to Olympus. Sparkmaster and Sparkcaster wielded sex magic to 
telekinetically guide him against the time god Chronos. The crash brought about the undoing of the 
destruction the gods had wrought upon Elfland. Janus’s hell ride continued unabated and wreaked havoc 
in the divine realm, bumping against and triggering something related to most gods and many pantheon 
rulers. 
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De Treat 


The siblings reached orgasms in ever shorter periods: after a minute, then third of a minute, then ninth 
of a minute, and so on. This way, they had infinitely many orgasms in one-and-a-half minutes. This was 
necessary, as Sparkmaster was unable to stop banging his sister in wrath until he had emptied his balls 
into her, and the only way to do that was by cumming infinitely often, so productive were his workshops 
of over-the-top quality sperm. Sparkcaster also needed this amount of release from her fury. Both felt 
immense bliss from this joint outlet of rage. 


At last, they came down from their high. In the afterglow of their sex, they felt hate toward each other 
rise up inside them, less fiery than before, but deeper. It was not least due to the bruises they had dealt 
each other with their genital cannons and the mental and spiritual traumas they had meted out to one 
another. They kicked each other in the stomach and away from one another. Before the sex, they had 
brought mishap to their family, their homeland, and Halloween due to their mutual sabotage. After the 
sex, though, the new, more measured anger didn’t hinder their working together for a shared goal. They 
flew into the gods’ domain and called: “Trick or treat! Give Elfland some nice weapons worthy of 
pantheon kings and send the mortals good weather, or Janus’s buttery will go on without end. Mind you 
that our sex magic brought it about, so only our sex magic can end it.” 


After some haggling, the gods gave the two tricksters their treat. 

“What a trick!” said Fairfae. 

“What a treat!” said her husband. 

The examiner clapped her hands. “You’ve passed the exam with flying colors.” 
“They’ve actually made it!” said the elf who had bemoaned the now gone crisis. 
“Told you,” said the optimistic fairy. 


The Elflanders cheered. Not only had they and their home not lost anything, they were better off than 
before the siblings’ exam. 


The identical twins directed Janus to Thor, who this time struck him senseless with his hammer. The 
siblings lifted their hexes from Janus’s butt, Zeus’s bolt and thunder power, and the minds of Zeus and 
the other gods who had in vain tried to outsmart them. Thor was able to use his lightning weapon, the 
holy hammer, to heal Janus from the injuries which the other lightning weapon had wrought on the 
Olympian god of beginnings and transitions. He rode his wagon pulled by goats over the sky until he 
reached Olympus and brought Janus with him. Once there, he wakened the knocked out god with a 
gentle bump on the head with Mijolnir. He went on to help Zeus repair the latter’s lightning bolt from the 
damage wreaked on it by the soul-bonded twins’ hate-sex magic. 


“1 demand five barrels of ambrosia as compensation for the havoc your thunderbolt has triggered in our 
realm,” said Thor. 
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“Ha! Have you finally realized that our ambrosia is better than your mead?” 


Thor laughed. “You wish! Our mead is as much better than your ambrosia than the sun is brighter than 
the moon. It’s just that after eons of sunshine, even we start to yearn for moonshine for a change. 


Zeus only shook his head. “At most one barrel.” 
After a bit of haggling, they agreed on three. Thor drove over heaven back to Asgard. 


The two lighteners set both god kingdoms in order and went on to bless the mortals with autumn 
thunderstorms that brought fertilizing rain =. Brown leaves danced in the wind, and among them fought 
the newlywed twins Sparkmaster and Sparkcaster with each other ... again. But one thing was different. 
They had become members of the Spooky Spirits club and made their family proud. Their magical 
combat made eerie noises and glows, and anyone who witnessed their deeds could be sure: It was 
Halloween again. 
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?afterword 


Has this true myth of mine about real deeds done by Haralf and Fairfae’s family brought the Halloween 
Spirit to you? Has it filled your mind with spooky feelings and tricky thoughts? 


Isn’t autumn truly the most magical of all seasons? 

How do you find the way the twins got out of the predicament they had maneuvered themselves into? 
Isn’t their magic awesome and spellbinding? 

What do you think of the logic bending which the soul-linked siblings did? 

What are your ideas on using the new element they made? 


What are your thoughts on copyright and patent and the arguments given in this myth against those and 
similar shapes of intellectual property? 


What else would you like to say? 


Please share your thoughts in book reviews or emails to linktwinmaniac@gmail.com or both! 


Let’s fight bigotry together and talk about soul bonds, brother-sister twincest, and the like in my 
Discussion Group: Telepathic Twincest Geeks! 


| hope my book has stirred you to fight for the protection of Mother Earth and her inhabitants and for 
freedom. Join the lovers of liberty in the fight to abolish intellectual property and replace it with a 
system which respects the rights of creative people and society as a whole! 


Happy and spooky Halloween @U) or whatever holiday you’re celebrating right now! 
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?about de Link Twin Maniac, TRIgtHFtrFINtFYRISFt 


Hello, dear reader! I’m L™, the Link Twin Maniac ©, a man obsessed with soul-bonded brother-sister 
twin telepaths sharing a mental and spiritual link. My real full name in Or-Germanic shape is 
“TRISTELFY*TFINFFYRISFY”. It is declined thus: 


e Nominative (who-case): “TRISTFHFY*IFIRFFYRISFY”, as in “7RIETFFFY*/FINFFYRISFY loves identical 
link twinship.” 

e Vocative (oh-case, calling case): “TRISTFHTFIRtFYRII”, like in “Hey 7RIETFRSFIAFFYRIN” 

e Accusative (whon-case): “TRISTFEFtTFINFFYRISFY”, as in “Did you see TRISTFEFFSFINFFYRISFH?” 

e Genitive (whose-case): “TRISTFHFETFINFFYRISFS” or “TRISTFHISPFINFFYRIIZ”, like in “This is 
TRIETFEFESAAFFYRIOFE name.” 

e Dative (whom-case): “TRISTFtFIeTFINFFYRISFI”, like in “Write TRIETFEFIeSFIAFFYR/SF/ an email” and 
“This book was written by TRISTFEFI&LFIANFFYRISF,.” 

e Instrumental (with-whom-case, tool case): “TRISTFERR*TFINFFYRISR2”, as in “The righteous 
twincestotrope threatened the unrighteous sibcestophobe with TRIETFIRSS FIA FFYR/S22" . I'll give 
you another example, this time of the tool case of “flugilaz”/“PINXITFY”, which means the same 
as “wing”: “A bird cannot fly with just one flugil6/P/NXI/e2.” 


I'm proud of my peudiskini and my 3drabiskini heritage (I'm % beudiskaz and % 3arabiskaz) and hold that 
no country, culture, or ethnic group is better than or should rule over another. My trademark twin link 
mania is vast. In a small corner of it, there is a kink: a penchant for telepathic twincest. | express my 
obsession with telepathic twins mainly in the shape of stories | write about such twins. For those tales 
that come from said small kinky corner, | have chosen to publish them under my pseudonym 
“LinkTwinManiac”. Therefore, I’m only going to talk about that aspect of my twin mania here, where | 
write under said pseudonym. Always keep in mind, though, that only a small part of my twin link 
obsession has a kinky, sexual element, and it isn’t even a very important part of my link twin mania. Let’s 
now take a closer look at this little and not too weighty aspect. 


Under my pen names “LinkTwinManiac”, “TwinLinkManiac”, and formerly “TwinManiac”, | write stories 
about brother-sister pairs of twins with supernatural links and telepathic and empathic abilities who 
engage in sexual activity bearing physical, mental, and spiritual aspects with each other. | write about 
different kinds of twins: Some are super-gods, some are gods, some are demi-gods, some are humans, 
some are elf-fairy-pixies, some are demons, some are reptilians, and some belong to other races (as of 
October 2023, I’ve published stories about the first six). The telepathic twins have both telepathic sex 
and physical sex and often beget children, who are always strong, healthy, and their twin parents’ full 
children in mind, soul and gaest/spirit as well as by blood. The twins always have great feeling-, stirring-, 
and thought-transference might as well as sexual superpowers, including the power to have mighty soul 
sex and fantastical genital firepower, letting them wield their genitals as guns, flamethrowers, and rocket 
engines. 


Before | tell you more about the magnificent twincest | write about, you may ask, “Isn’t sibling incest 
(sibcest) wrong?” 


My answer is that it’s not wrong in and of itself, but that under certain circumstances, it is. 
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“Why?” you ask. 


Well, a main reason is that the best and most beautiful relationship between siblings is that of true 
sibling love, and | think that a sexual element often (but by far not always) mars this bond. 


“No,” you say, “I meant: Why isn’t it very wrong?” 


Why, because consensual non-cheating sibcest is victimless (no rape-victim and no cheated partner) and 
so rather harmless. 


“But the children will be deformed!” you say. 
Not for the twin pixie-fairy-elves or other supernatural telepathic twins | write about. 
“Okay, and what about the human twins you write about?” you ask. 


Well, they have genomes cleansed of harmful alleles, so incest doesn’t cause their offspring any 
problems. 


“Okay, in your stories, the sibcest is okay, but certainly not in real life... is it?” 


Yup, it is mostly okay in real life, too, as long as the sibling parents ensure that their children don’t have a 
higher disease risk. This can be done with modern technology such as embryo screening. However, for 
sibling parents who don’t take appropriate measures and risk their children’s health, sibcest is indeed 
heinous. Bear in mind, though, that this is true of other couples with a significantly raised risk of birth 
defects, too. Because consensual non-adulterous child-safe sibcest is victimless, forbidding it is pointless 
and unjustifiable. Moreover, prohibiting sibcest constitutes a violation of the human ground rights to 
privacy and to sexual self-determination, unrighteously persecutes good people, stifles the productivity 
of these members of society as it causes them to live in fear, and needlessly costs the state, which has to 
provide means of persecution and unjust punishment. Due to the risk of social stigma and often 
persecution by unjust authorities, the sibcest taboo and often accompanying prohibition holds sister- 
brother couples back from letting their embryos be genetically screened. So it is ironically the sibcest 
taboo (along with the forbidding) which in the modern world is a main culprit responsible for 
handicapped children of sibcest being born. 


If siblings engage in clean and ethical incest, best by marrying one another, and their romantic and 
sexual relationship doesn’t harm their sibling bond, the result can be something truly beautiful: a warm 
and loving family built on the doubly strong foundation of romantic and sibling love. 


Having read this, you let it sink in and shake your head in disbelief. “Ah, LinkTwinManiac, you probably 
only say that under the safety of your pseudonym.” 


No, not at all; | stand by my beliefs and principles in real life under my real full name 
(“TRISTFEFY*TFINFFYRISFY”) just as firmly as | do under my pen names. 


First, your jaw drops. Then, you say in shock, “You can’t be serious. Sibcest is perverse, for goodness’ 
sake!” 
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Wrong? | think that under some circumstances, yes, though not under others, as already discussed. But 
perverse? Not it the least (provided the conditions for ethical sex are fulfilled: true consent, protecting 
the health of children if any come from the sex, no cheating, and likely some others as well). I’ll give you 
examples of things that are really perverse: 


e the ongoing senseless slaughter of highly sentient whales by Canada, Iceland, the Faroe Islands, 
Norway, and Japan, 

e bloodthirsty bullfights in Spanish arenas, 

e hunting elephants and rhinos to extinction for ivory or horn, 

e hunting animals for sport or trophies, including so-called “green hunting”, 

e blood sport of any kind, including hunting the wonderful alligator gar, 

e eradicating native species in a ruthless and moreover foolish attempt to satisfy one’s short- 
sighted base desires, such as when mentally challenged "humans" (members of Homo sapiens? 
Yes. But truly sapient? Hardly!) lied that the alligator gar be a trash fish in its own native waters 
and tried (thankfully without complete success) to exterminate it out of the false opinion this 
would allow fishers richer harvests, when in truth, the gar helps fishers by keeping invasive 
species under control, 

e cutting the fins off living sharks, which are smart and feelingful animals that keep Earth’s oceans 
clean and balanced, 

e and stepping on little critters, such as ants, out of lust to kill, because the person in question 
erroneously (this is a monstrous error!) thinks the critters don’t have worth, or something similar. 


One instance of each of these is perverse, evil, and many orders of magnitude worse than all acts of 
consensual child-safe sibcest combined. This fact | proclaim under my real full name, 
“TRISTEEFY*TFIRFFYRISFY”, as well. Things significantly worse than ethical sibcest (which isn’t bad or 
wrong or immoral at all if the sibling bond isn’t harmed) include eating health-harming junk food, using 
ocean-polluting plastic packaging, watching unethical porn (ethical husband-wife porn, for instance, is 
totally fine IMHO), and playing aggressive video games. And as for the ethicalness of the Link Twin 
Maniac’s creative activity, I’m actually doing good by spreading awareness of the rights of sibling couples 
as well as such weighty matters as protecting the environment and animal rights and the need to fight 
plagiarism and abolish copyright, patent, and similar kinds of intellectual property. 


And now a bit more about my twin link mania: |, TRISTFHFY*TFIN+FYRISFY, am an ethical aesthete, a lover 
of the fair and good and clean, so | write positively only about twincest that’s clean and beautiful. 
Therefore, you won't find any of the following things in my stories, except perhaps to decry them (so | do 
depict villains doing some such things): 


e unethical sexual acts (and non-sexual ones, too, unless they’re only mischievous), such as non- 
consensual sex, cheating, ancestor-descendant incest, prostitution, knowingly infecting someone 
with STIs, enjoying being dominated or hurt or otherwise harmed, or hurting oneself or others 
out of perverse desires (which doesn’t include hurting someone one actually hates or hurting 
oneself out of bad conscience as self-punishment for a misdeed) 

e desires for unethical acts, unless they’re only mischievous 

e disgusting acts (unless they’re funny, like an exploding toilet), be they sexual or not, such as 
anything involving the anus or dirt 

e gross acts (sexual or no, unless they’re funny, such as a fiery fart), such as mouth-genital contact 

e desires for disgusting or gross acts (unless they’re funny). 
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Instead of such junk, you’ll find my myths and other tales brimming with over-the-top twincestuous sex 
scenes. I’m talking of the soul-bonded twin brother and sister’s love juices reacting with each other to 
serve as rocket fuel and similar stuff. | hope you enjoy the L™’s trademark writing about fantastic 
fantastical twincex! 


1, TRISTFHFY*TFIN+FYRISFY, am very proud of my link twin mania broadly. I’m also proud of my 
linktwincestotropy in spite of what many may say due to their bigotry and unreflected prejudices, and | 
say unto all sibling couples with healthy, ethical, and clean romantic relationships that they have 
something beautiful to be proud of. | also say unto everyone, especially lawmakers and judges, who seek 
to destroy sibling couples’ happiness that they should be ashamed of themselves 1. for trying to punish 
people for beautiful deeds that harm no-one and 2. for being too narrow-minded or lacking in 
intelligence to understand the maxim “Live and let live!” or take it to heart. | hope these happiness- 
destroyers will be swiftly cured of their disgusting bigotry, discrimination, hypocrisy, and intolerance or 
else removed from power. In any case, they ought to be punished severely for their ruthless persecution 
and oppression of romantic sibling couples and repay what they have done to the latter with compound 
interest. 


Forbidding sibcest is a blatant violation of the universal human ground rights to privacy and to sexual 
self-determination. It is insane that supposedly progressive countries still punish people for harmless 
consensual sibcest in the 21* Yearhundred. To lawmakers and jurists as well as ethicists, philosophers, 
anthropologists, geneticists, and other intellectuals who want to outlaw sibcest or keep it outlawed, | say 
this: “The notion of victimless crime is an oxymoron. If that isn’t blatantly obvious to you, you yourself 
must be one ... minus the oxygen, if you get what | mean ©.” An interesting feature of this way to put it 
is that it doesn’t offend anyone; the ones it targets lack the smarts to understand it ©. 


Then why did | write in the notes to my myth A Night of Passion for Walse’s Twins that sibcest be wrong, 
albeit not very much so? Because | still suffered from remaining sibcestophobia back in 2021, of which | 
have thankfully healed myself since. | admit with great shame and a feeling of deep guilt that |- yes, |, 
the now twincestotropic L™ — was once a vehement sibcestophobe. To my defense, | can say that it was 
society that had infected me with that repulsive and highly immoral prejudice and bigotry and that | 
freed myself of it thanks to my own moral compass and sense of right and wrong and my reason. Of 
course, reading the arguments of others who fought sibcestophobia helped me. With time, the shouts, 
the cries, the screams of my conscience got louder and louder, until they became a howling storm that 
finally uprooted the vile discriminatory stance society had planted in my mind. 


The political views | hold fit together well in my sight. That’s why | count myself as neither liberal in the 
U.S. American sense nor conservative; the political view groups called “liberal” and and “conservative” 
seem rather unnatural to me, and to be frank, | don't get the logic behind that grouping. For instance, so- 
called liberals are normally known for championing equality and fighting discrimination, so how is is that 
they are the ones who dehumanize not-yet-born human beings and approve of murdering them, when 
dehumanization and discrimination are usually the province of the radical right? I'm for the following 
(among others): 


1. respecting the rights of all living beings, including animals, plants, and not-yet-born humans 

2. strictly forbidding to send signals like the Arecibo Message willy-nilly into space without knowing 
whether dangers lurk there (The theoretical physicist, astrophysicist, and cosmologist Stephen 
Hawking, the astronomer Martin Ryle, and the evolutionary biologist Jared Diamond all have 
warned against those foolish signals as maybe an existential threat to humankind. Of course, we 
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could be lucky and draw the attention of friendly extraterrestrials, but we should still check first 
ere we send anything.) 

protecting the environment, including fighting pollution and climate change 

animal welfare 

conservation of species and un-extinction 

total abolition of blood sport and recognition that it is a monstrous and perverse atrocity 
protecting non-living good or fair structures from senseless damage (It's very wrong to crusha 
beautiful stone for no good reason or sabotage a dripstone cave, for example.) 

recognizing that a human embryo is, well, obviously a human being and that abortion is 
therefore murder unless the embryo is the result of rape, stealthing, or cheating or suffers from 
genetic illness (incest alone is NOT a valid reason) or the life or health of the mother is in serious 
danger 

realizing that forcing a woman to carry a rape child to term is akin to murder, and that a mother 
has every right to abort if the baby is the result of rape, stealthing, or cheating, is handicapped 
(carrying it to term would then condemn it to a life of misery), or seriously endangers the 
mother's life or health 

zero tolerance for racism, ethno-supremacism, cultural supremacism, fascism, and imperialism, 
including linguistic imperialism, which is a main theme of my true saga A Yule Errand to the 
Teutoberg Forest 

the right of any group of willing people to marry and have children regardless of race, number, 
gender, and (the weightiest point in my view after race) degree of relatedness (I have a faible for 
sibcest and cousincest but abhor ancestor-descendent incest, though), provided they take 
necessary measures to lower any serious risks for the children to average levels 

forbidding disgusting behaviors, sexual or otherwise, such as nose-picking, not washing one's 
hands after going to the toilet, or tarse-anus pseudo-sex 

forbidding breaking one's promise, including sexual or romantic cheating, which is having a 
sexual or romantic relation with a third person without the consent and knowledge of one's 
romantic partner(s) 

gender equality 

not indoctrinating children with crooked ideologies 

widespread use of vaccines 

the right to bodily autonomy, including the right to refuse having stuff spurted into one’s body 
recognition of everyone's right to free healthcare and education and duty to keep their bodies 
healthy and learn as much as they can, for awareness paves the path to a better world 

putting all scientifically important fossils and artifacts in public collections in museums or 
universities or the like, for they don't belong to any one, but to the world as a whole 

strictly forbidding all hard drugs and at least severely restricting and regulating the soft ones, 
such as alcohol and nicotine 

abolition of most kinds of intellectual property, namely copyright and patent and their ilk 
(CoPakKIP) 

fighting plagiarism (the fraudulent attribution of others' achievements of the mind to onesself) 
and freedom of science, art, technology, and speech. 


The weightiest point of these for the human genus and Earth's biosphere as a whole is arguably 
environmentalism, so it's also the most important by far for me. It's the main theme of my story 
Summertime Surfing and Sharp Teeth. Call me paranoid, but almost as important to me is to never again 
repeat such perhaps (God forbid!) catastrophic acts as trying to call extraterrestrials’ attention to Earth 
without first checking they aren’t dangerous. | can’t stress this point enough. Abolition of CoPaKIP is also 
quite important for me. In fact, I've devoted a whole chapter of my true myth True Twin Telepaps Go 
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Trick-or-Treatin to debunking patent and copyright. Even if you don't see eye-to-eye with me on this 
point now, you may well do so after reading said chapter, so | really recommend that you do. I'm open to 
other thoughts and talking my views over with others to enlighten the other party or refine my own 
views and change them if need be. 


Not all twincest | write about is lovely and fluffy. Some of it is actual hate-sex between soul siblings who, 
in spite of — or because of — being full twins by blood, mind, and spirit, don’t get along. 


In my works, | touch upon weighty matters. Among other things, | draw attention to environmental 
problems and raise awareness of the need to solve them, show that (copyright or patent)-like intellectual 
property is a creativity-killing and progress-hindering assault on the human ground right to informational 
and intellectual freedom, including freedom of speech, and argue that plagiarism is a heinous crime that 
must be combated rigorously. | hope | can make the world a tiny bit better through my works this way. 


| now publish mainly, but not only, on the great websites AO3 and Belletristica. 


